AN   AWKWARD   DILEMMA
opinion, a greater work than Gargantua or Don Quixote
or Sartor Resartus or Tristram S handy \ but it never rises
to the altitude of pure genius which is reached in the
finest parts of the great Frenchman's most human work,
At the Sign of the Heine Pedauque^ and so on. Never
before. Lane said, had he known an article 'to have
such a direct and abiding influence upon the actual
sales of an author's works'. Certainly it left little to be
added by posterity. But such extravagance brings its
own reaction—and Anatole France had good reason to
cry, 'Save me from my friends'. Preposterous praise,
however well-intentioned, is a terrible disservice, as
Stephen Phillips, long before he died, discovered.
That banquet, at which all the lion-hunters were
present in full cry, has been described over and over
again. The Master had come over accompanied, not
only by his medical adviser, but also by Mademoiselle
Emma Laprevotte, the gouvernante^ or housekeeper, of
his dead Egeria. This lady, with whom he was, for
testamentary reasons, to be united in legal wedlock
some years later, presented no small difficulty to the
showmen. 'The Master', when he went to visit the
'great houses', could not for the life of him understand
how it was they always tried to persuade him to leave
her at the hotel, and at the banquet, at which Lord
Redesdale presided, she was a nice problem. She was
dissembled somewhere in the body of the room. Poor
'TicotM She was a kind, simple-hearted, affectionate
body, and, though greatly bewildered at this hugger-
mugger treatment, took it all in good part. She ren-
dered me good service in after years 'aupres du maitre',
of whom she took great care, seeing that he was properly
wrapped up before he went out, even kneeling down to
tie his shoe-laces, as if he had been her little boy.

